10                MEMORIES   OF  OSCAR WILDE

tifully, had met and made some sort of innocent
conquest of both Oscar and Willie. I met
Oscar once at one of the at-homes; and he
came and spoke to me with an evident intention
of being specially kind to me. We put each
other out frightfully; and this odd difficulty
persisted between us to the very last, even when
we were no longer mere boyish novices and had
become men of the world with plenty of skill in
social intercourse. I saw him very seldom, as
I avoided literary and artistic society like the
plague, and refused the few invitations I re-
ceived to go into society with burlesque ferocity,
so as to keep out of it without offending people
past their willingness to indulge me as a priv-
ileged lunatic.

"The last time I saw him was at that tragic
luncheon of yours at the Cafe Royal; and I am
quite sure our total of meetings from first to
last did not exceed twelve, and may not have
exceeded six.

"I definitely recollect six: (i) At the at-home
aforesaid. (2) At Macmurdo's house in Fitzroy
Street in the days of the Century Guild and its
paper 'The Hobby Horse.' (3) At a meet-
ing somewhere in Westminster at which I
delivered an address on Socialism, and at
which Oscar turned up and spoke. Robert
Ross surprised me greatly by telling me, long